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| she answered biuvely.  MF beact stop- | “No” 1 sald  And then ) felt my ',‘8" T ronid 1 Iaiit ehol bér &

‘oo seclety. It Is an artificial thing, | _
- born of compromise. and grown sfrong- | ped sbort, theri raced on. burstiug all  face grow ashy cold and pale in one | still more podgnant sullering than this
sudden breath! ' physical oue? Each morning I sald to

. er by custom of the ages of property | control. It was long before | could be :
owning man.” 'calm as she. 7~ . ° “But why do you look 80 sad?’ she  myseif: “Today, If sbe is better, | will
| saw a borror come Across her eyes “You have .m_ it Tery m‘ & asked of me ludnjenll- “Is It not well I tell bher of Grace Sheraton. She must
“What do ycu say to me, John | said at last quietly. “But now | must to walt?” kpow.” But ench time 1 saw her face
“Yes, it Is well to wait,” 1 said. She | couid not teil her.

That what & woman prizes  kpow. TWould you love me anywhere, _
No. that 1 ' In any circumstances, in spite of all? was so abserbed that she did not look Each day she piaced a clean white

i
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CHAPTER XV1.
The Betrothal.

TRENGTH cifne to uf as we |

bad veed, and gradnally even

the wenker of us two beécuine

: able te complete the day's jour-
ney without the exhaustion it nt fint
bad cost ber Rumwer was sow upce
un, sod the beot st midday was In-
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"} “Suppose they did not come.” she

“What is marriage, John Cowles?” she
mnked of me.

sghe came to me as | sac by our meager

fireside. Without. leading of mine she

began a manner of speech untll now

forelgn to ber. .

“What s marrizge, John Cowles?"
‘wshe asked of me, abruptly, with oo
preface. - 0w

*It is the plan.” 1 answered apathet-

_ ically.  She pondered for a time.

“Are we, then, only creatures. pup-
pets, toys?"

“Yes." 1 sald to her, “A man is a
toy. Love was born before man was
created, before animals or plants
Atom ran to atom, seeking. It was

¥ jove.” She pondered yet a while.
: “And what is it. then, John Cowles,
that women call ‘wrong? "

“Very often what is right.” T said to
her, apathetically. “When two love
the erime is that they shall not wed.
When they do not love, the crime is
when they do wed."

“But without marriage” sbe bhesi
tated, “tbe home"—

=1t is the old gquestion,” 1 said. *“The

. -~ home is bullt on woman's virtue, but

same where there Is

g

. virtie is uot the
S

3 -.l Lo
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‘nanght. 1 loved ber for it. RBut for

| Into the flowers, they would still know

d

' {8 not right, is not good?
sball not think!" Sbhe drew apart from |
1! “Recause you think just as you do, '
1 Jove you,” | sald
| *“Yet you say so many thing=. | bave
- taken life as it came. Just as other girls
' do, not thinking. It Is Dot nice, It Is
I mot clean. that girls should study over
' these things. That is vot right.”
| *“No: that |s not right,” said 1 dully.
| *“Then tell mé what Is marriage, that
one thing a girl dreanms of all ber life.
Is it of the church?"
| *It is not of the chureh,” 1 said
“Then it Is the law.” :
“It is oot the law.” | said.
{  *““Then what Is it 7 she asked. *Jobhn
| Cowles, tell ine what makes n wedding
| between two who really and truly love?
|«Can marriage be of but two?"
“Yes,” maid L _
“But there must be witnesses, there |
| must be ceremony. eise there is no mar-
| riage,” she went on. Her woman's
| brain clung to the safe. sane groove
which alone can guide progress and
| eivilization and soclety—that great,

!

marriage without which all the ad-
vapcement of the world would be as

me, I say | bad goue savage. | was at
the beginning of all this, whereas It re-
mained with her as she had left it.

“Witnesses?" | suld. “Look at those!™
1 pointed to the mountains. “Marringes,
many of them, have been made with no
better witpesses than thbse.”

My heart stopped when | saw how
far she had jumnped to ber pext speechl

“Then we two are all the people left”
in the world;, John Cowles? When |
am old will yoo cast me off? "When
nnother woman comes lnto this valley,
when | am bent and old and cannot
see, will you cast me off and, belng
stronger than 1 am, will you go and
ave me?" 1t
* 1 could not speuk at first. “We have
talked too much.” | said to her present-

“You see. with a woman It Is’
better, for worse, but with a man™—

“With a Saxon wan,” 1 sald. “it Ia
also for better, for worse. It Is one
woman." N3

Bhe sat and thought for a long time:
- *Suppose.” shie sald, “that no one ever
“mﬁ f v T

Now_ with swift remorse | could see
that in ber own courage she was feel-
fug ber, way. haltingly. slowly. fownrd
solution of ‘ which ‘most wo-
: wiorh paigrale

“Suppose two

woman, and he swore before those
eterpal witnesses that Lhe would not
g0 away any time untll she was dead
and laid away up o the trees, to dry’
away and blow off into the air and go
back"— .
~ “lato the flowers,” 1 added. choking.
. “Yes, lnto the trees and the flowers—
86 that when she war deod snd be was
dead and they were both gone back

each other forever and ever and never
be ashamed—wonld that he a mar-
riage before God, John Cowles?”

What had | brought to this girl's
creed of life, bLeretofore always so
sweet and usual? 1 dld not apxwer.
She shook at my arm. *“Tell me,” she
‘said, but I would oot tell ber.

said once more. “it is true. they may
pot find us. Suppose we two were to
live here nlone aill this winter, just as
we are now, none of my people or
yours near us. Could we go on*”
“(od! Woman, have you no mercy!™
She sat and pondered for yet a time
as though serivusly weighing some
guestion o her mind %
“But you have taught me to think:
John Cowles. It is you whe have be
gun my thinking. so now | must think.
1 know we cannot tell what may hap-
pen. 1 axk you, John Cowles, If we
were brought to that state which we
both know might happen—if we were
bere all alone and no one came, and
if you loved me—al, then would you
promise forever and forever to love me
till death did us part—till 1 was gone
back into the flowers? 1 remember
what they say at weddiugs. They
cling one to the other. forsaking all

| there

' eroel, kind, imperative compromise of |

ly. But now it was she who would not |

foe | church” ey be more solemn. but 1.
| who speak the truth from .this very

others. till death do them part. Couid
you promise me io that way? Could |
you promise me, clean and solemn? |
Because 1 would not promise you un- '
less It was solemn and clean ahd un-+
| less it was forever.” l
It seemed that | saw into her beart '
1 dropped my hands from my eves and |
| looked at her strangely, my own brain
| in a whirl, my logic gove. All I knew |
' was that then or elsewhere, whether |
| orenot rescue ever came for us, wheth- |
| er we died now or later, there or any- |
| ‘where in all the world, I would, indeed. |
' love her and ber ounly, forsaking nlll
| others until, Indeed. we were goune !
| back into the sky und flowers, until we
! whispered again in the trees, one uuto
| the other. Marriage or no marriage, |

| 1 love you becaure yoii are You. not

because you ure bere. l'-ﬂu‘ll&‘& joveed
in the same WaYy always”™ = .°

She looked at me now silently. and 1
wouth. o 7 ¥
She 010 not rebel ar dras swiy.
wns thint’ o0 her fac ¥ say,
which left e ofily reverent. ‘Hw
fell into mine. We sat there
plighted--in our rag= ybd-m

want and solitude. Though 1 shonid |
live twire the allotted span of §man.

never should 1 forgét what enme fato

| my soul that bour.

After a time | (urned from her and
from_the hills and from the sky apd
Jooked about os it the poor belongings
with which we wére. 10 begin our
world, Al at once my eye fell nppo
one of onr lighter robes., now fairly
white with mueh working. | drew It
toward me, asd with ber still leaning
against my shoulder | took wp a char-
red stick. and 50 laborionsly | wrote
apon the surface of the hide these
words of our covemant: :

“l, John Cowlem. take thee. Elien
Meriwether, to be my lawful wedded
wife, In sickneds and in bhealth, for bet-
ter or for worse, till' death do us part.”

And 1 signed it and made a seal after
Wy name, : :

“Write,” said | to ber: “write as |
have written.” . - . .
- She took a tresh brand blackened at
the end and in lesser characters wrote
slowly letter by letter:

*“1. Elien Merlwether, take thee, John
Cowles. to be iy’ inwrul. wedded hns-
band"— She paused, but F would not
urge ber, and it was momeuts before
she resumed-—"in sickness and in health,
for Letter or for worse"— '
paused, thinking, thinking and so con-
cluded, “till death do us part.”

“1t means,” she said to we simply as

kuowledze, Tl 1€ ‘cofld not be.
“WYhen you_bave Sigued that. Eile
I said to her at last, “We two aPe man
dnd wife, now and forever, here and
any place in the world. That is o bind-
ing ceremony. and it endows yon with
your share of all my property. small or
Inrge. us that muy be' It & w kg
wedding, and it holdsius with all. the
powers the Taw cid Dave Tt'is‘a con-
tract,” Hra® oS .
*Do not talk to mé of contracts she
sald. ~1 sam thinking of nothing but

= our—wedding.

Stil mystical, still enigma. still wo-
man, she would bave #t that the stars,
the mountains—the Witnedses—and not
ourselves, made the Wetlding. I left it
80, sure of nothing so much as that,

whatever ber way-of thouglit might be,

_was better than my bwn.

“But if [ do not sign this?’ she ask-
ed at length. : . 3 )

“Thep we dre not married.”

Bhe sighed and laid down the pen.
“Then 1 shallynot sign it—yet,” she
said. ' ' _

I caught up her hand as though 1
would write for her.

*No,"” she sald; “it shall be only our
engagement, our. troth between us.
This will be our way. I have not yet

‘been sufficlently wooed, John Cowles!™

I looked into her eyes and it seemed
to me 1 saw there something of the
same lght 1 had seex when she was
the masked coquette of the army ball
—the yearning, the melancholy, the
mysticism, the challenge, the invita-

tion and the doubting—ah, who shall
say what there is in a2 woman’s eye!

But I saw also what had been In her
eyes each time I had seem her since
that hour. I left it so, knowing that
her way would be-best.

“When we have escaped,” she went
on, “if ever we do escape, then this
will still be our troth, will it not, John
Cowles?” :

“Yes, and our marriage when you
have signed. now or any other time."

“But if you had ever signed words
like these with any other woman, then
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 together or apart. In sickness or in | :

{ health—so there came to me the stern |
' conviction—love could knock no more
' at my beart. where once she bad stood |
yin bher courage and her cleanness. Rev- |
| erence, | say, was now the one thing
left in my beart. 8till we sat and
| watched the sum shine on the distant |
. white topped peaks. [ tarned to her |
| glowly at length.

“Ellen.” I sald, “do you indeed love
' me?” '

" “How can 1 belp it, John Cowles?" |

Again she pau:ed, ard g3 coancludce
“T.0 deaih do us part”

|
i

it wamld vt
trodll, wou.e owles !’

—_——e
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Again she

i at me closely at that instant.

, Again she took up the charred stick |
| 8 her little hand and hesitated. “See,” |
| she said, “1 shall sign one letter of my |
full ‘ob the | Bame each week until all my name is |

iwr!!teu! Till that last letter we shall
be engaged. After the last letter, when
il have signed it of my own free will
'and clean and solemn—clean and sol-
emn, John Cowles—then we will be—

1 Oh, take me home—takeé me to my fa-

ther. John Cowles’
place for a girl to be.™

Suddenly she dropped her face into
ber hands. sobbing.

She hid her head on my breast, sore
distressed now. She was glad that she
might now be more free, needing some
manver of friend, but she was still—
what? Still woman! Poor Sazon I
must bave been had I not sworn to
love her fiercely and singly all my life.
But yet—

I looked at the robe, now fallen loose
upon the ground. and saw that she had
aflixed one letter of ber name and
stopped. S8She smile@ wanly. “Your
name would be shorter to sign a little
‘at & time.” she said. “but a girl must
bave time. She must wait. And see”
she sald, “l have no ring. A girl &)
ways has a ring.” :

This lack 1 could not solve, for
had none. vl v}

“Take mine.” she said, removing the
ding Wwith the rose seal.” “Put it on the
otber finger—the—the right one.”

I did so, and I kissed her., Put yet—

She was weary and strained now. A
pathetic droop cameé te the corners of

hand turned up y as though she
had been tifed and now was resting.
“We must wait,” she said, as though
‘to berself. :

But what of me that night?

This is a hard

hen

yond a little thicket that she might
slone, that night [ found
breathing bard in terror and
gazing up at the stars in agony. beat-
ing my bands on the. ground at t
thought of the ruin I had wrought, the
crime that [ had done In
ILhad somght. -~ .  °

I had writtemaoy
strength and sweetness
strange new ‘life with ‘ber had utterly
wiped out my past. had put away as
though: forever the world I once Had
known. Until the moment Ellen Meri-
wether began the signing of her name
I swear 1 had forgotten that ever in
the world was janotber by name of
Grace Sheraton,;, I may not be believ-
td—1 ought uot, fo: be believed—bit
this ls the trnth: gid the truth by what
messures my loye. for, Bllen Mor{weth-
er was bright ¥nd fixed, as much a8
my promise to the other had been fll

advised and wrgng. - . -
Far rather I been beneath the
. for 1 kunew, since |
joved Ellen Me#iwether, she must not

-

of Paradise.

HE question of food ever arose
for settlement, and early the
next morning I set out upon
a short exploring expedition.

There were trout in our little moun-
tain stream, and although we had no
hooks or lines, | managed to take a
few of these In my hands, chasing
them under the stones. I shook the
bullet pouch at my beit and found it
"light. We had barely two dozen bullets
left, and few hunters would promise
themselves over a dozen head of big
game for twice as miny shots. 1 cast
{ about me In search of red cedar that
[ might make a bow. 1 searched the
willow thicket for arrow shafts and
prowled among little flints and point-
ed stones on the shores of our stream
secking arrow points. It *inally ap-
peared to me that we might rest here
for a time and be fairly safe to make
a living in some way. Then, as 1 was
obliged to admit, we would need to
hurry on to the southward. But again
fate had its Wiy with us, setting aside
all plans, WHen 1 returned to our en-
campment. instead of seeing Ellen
come out to meet me as I expected, I
found her lying In the shade of the
little tepee.’

“You are hurt!” I cried. “What has
happened 7"

“My foot,” said’ she, “I think it is
broken!” She was unable to stand

she had slipped, and her moccasined
foot; caught in the narrow crack be-
tween two recks, had been beld fast
as she fell forward.

S0 now it was wmy turn to be sur-
geon. Tenderly as I might, 1 examin-
ed the foot. now badly swollen. and
| rapidly becoming discolored. In spite
| of her protest, although I know It
| burt me more than herself, I flexed
| the joints and found the ankle at least
gafe. Alas' A little grating in the
| smaller bones, just below the instep.
| told me of a fracture.

“Elien,” said I to her, “the foot is

gone.”

She sank back upoa her robe with
| an exelamation as much of horror as
| pain.
|  “YWhat shall we do?’ she murmured.
1!"1 shall be crippled! [ cannot walk!
| We shall perish!” '
| “No,” I sajd to her; “we shall mend
{it. In time you will not know it has
| happened.” Thus we gave courage to
| each other. :

Now. when she was thus helpless and
| suffering, needing all her strength, how
{ could I find it in my heart to tell her
| that secret which it was my duty to

noer oL *

had taken my own house and bed be-

Walking along the stony creek bank |

broken here—two bones, I think, are |

peblle in a Hitie piie at her side. 'res-
ently there were seven, _

“John Cowile< ™" she srid to me that |
meornhug. “briug wme our writing, asd |
bring we my pen. Teday | must sizn |
{ anotlior tetier.”  Aud, smiling, she did
' %0, Touking up Into wy face with love
{.-'hl)“'hlﬂ on ber owuy. Had tbl“ char.
{ roal been livinz tfame and bhad she
| writien on my bare heart <he conid not
Rave hust me more. :

On the tifth week she ecalled once
weore for her charceal pen and =igned
the last letter of her Christian nome,

- “See. there” she sahl; ~it is all my
girl pawe. E-l-le-n™ | looked nt R,
her hand in wine.

“Eleu™ I muwrmursd, It s =ig
ngture enoush. becunse vou are the
onir Ellen in the world.™ Buwt she pul
away my hand gently and said, ~Walt.”

She asked me now o get h ¢ =ome
ort of “ut bran e for a ecraich, say
ing she wais goir, to walk., And walk

e did, thouh re<ting her fool vers
gtie o the grovmd.  After that daily

o went farther nnd farther, watehed

was | endd e fior trot Tn the wtpesin

sided me oz 1 picked herries In the
Hiichets, hélped me with the deer |
Jroz it into evamp

*Your ure very good to me.” she said,
“and you humt well. Yoy work. You
are’y mun, John Cowiex, 1 loyve you.”

Bat Beariirz words'so sweet g= these
o me, stith 1 did uwot el _her what
secrat wad dn wmy poul.  Each duy that
other world seewed vaguer nud farther
4wuy. : _

Earh day. too, it seemed less worth
while to speak. Now | could not ‘en-
dure the thought of lnsiug Ler.

One day we wandered in a dense
berry thicker, out of whivh rose bere
aud there chokecherry trees, aud we
began to gather some of these sour
fruits for use in the pemmicau which
we jilunned 1o wanufacture,

Al at vuce our dog begon to growl

ad’ erect bix bair, shifing vot at the
foot sent, but looking directly into the
thicket just abead. He began then to
bark. and as be did so there rose, with
a sellen sort of grunt{ and a champing
2 vagt yellow-

topped the

The girt at my side uttered a efy of
rror and turned to ruji as best she
t.

g%?&éi
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litthe eyew, its eurs back,
its paws swingiog
e the claws white at
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avgered by the
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the bush in its charge. « Obce
down Io the Dbrush, there would be
small chance of delivering a fatal shot,
wheéreas now, as it swuug its broad
head slightly to ong side, the best pos-
sible opporfunity for killing it present-

tion I swuttg up the heavy Lariel and
drew the small silver bead directly on
the base of ‘the ear where the side
Dones of a bear's head are futter and
thinner, directly alongside the brain.
The vicious crack of the rifie sounded
lond there in the thicket, but there
came no answer in response to it save
a crashing and slipping and & breaking
down of the bushes as the vast carcass
fell at full length. The Hitle ball had
done its work and found the brain.

We were two savages, successful now
in the chase—successful, Indeed, In win-
ning the capital prize of all savages, for
few indians will attack the grizziy If
it can. be avolded. She lald her hand
wonderingly upon. the barrel of the
rifle, looking at it curiously, that it
bad been so deadly as to slay a crea-
ture so vast as this. Then she leaned
contentedly agninst my side, and so we
sat there for a time. “John Cowles™
she sald. “you are very much a man.
I am net afraid when you are with
me.” 1 put my arm about her. The
world seemed wild and fair and sweet
to me. Life, savage, stern, swept
through all my veins. We were very
busily engaged In cutting up the
slaughtered grizzly. when all at omnce
we stopped and looked at each other
in silence. We had heard a sound. To
me it sounded like a rifle shot. We
listened.

It came again, with many others
There was a volley of several shots,
sonnds certain beyond any manner of
question. Her eyes were large and
startled. I caught her bloody hand in
my bloody one, and for an instant I
| believed we both meditated flight deep-
er into the wilderness,

“It may not be any one we knmow,”

, I said. "It may be Indians.”
i  “No,” sald she, “it is my father.
| They have found us. We must go!
| John"—she turned toward me and put
| her hands on my breast—“John!" 1
| saw terror and regret and resolve look
| out of her eyes, but not joy at this
deliverance. No, it was not joy that
| shone in her eyes. None the less the
| ancient yoke of soclety being offered.
we bowed our necks agaia, fools and
slaves, surrendering freedom, joy, con-
tent, as though that were our duty.

Silently we made our way toward the
' edge of the thicket where it faced
upon the open valley.

Almost as we paused I saw coming
forward the stooping figure of an In-
dian trailer, half naked, belegginged.

| moccasined, following our fresh tracks |

at a trot.
I carefully covered him with the little
| gliver bead, minded to end his guest.
But before I could estimate his errand
!or prepare to receive him closely in

bushes that grew densely all about. |

but she fell and lay there cow- |
stood looking at me vin- [ L8

| then

sSHwW

_ ‘ sight of the |- §
wﬂﬂhnu“ﬁi '
' I expected to hear it ecrash | &

od itself immediately, Without Hesita-|

settlements?

| fragette, who was sentenced on May 22

| oned followers began recéently.

1 nounces that Mrs. Pankhurst was re-

i case he proved an enemy, I saw ap-

— e e
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that 1 was tall, brown gaunt, beard: !
rugged. my clothing of wool well nigh -
. my limbs wound in puttee bands
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“Father!” she eried.
out. “Why did you not come on to the | _
for you not coming buck ut once to the
valley of the Platte? Here you are. 8
hundred miles out of your way, where
a man of any Inteligence. it xeems to
me, would naturally have thraed back
to the great trajl. Hundreds of waz-
ons puss there every day. There Is &
stage line with daily coaches, stations.
houses. A telegraph line rvns from
one end of the valley to the other. You
could not huve missed all this had you
struck south. A fool woukl have known
that. Buat you took my gir{"— He
choked up and pointed to me. mgzcd
and uncouth.

(Continued Next Saturday)
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LONDON, Eng., June 24.—Mrs. Em-
mealine Pankhurst, the militant suf-

at the Old Bailey Sessions to nine
months’' imprisonment on the charge of
conspiracy, was released today from
Holloway Jail, owing to her health
breaking down on account of the hun-
ger strike which she and her impris-

Mrs. Pethick Lawrence was also re-
leased from Holloway jail this after- |
noon. Miss Annie Kennéy. who has
been directing the Woman's Social and
Political Union during the imprison-
ment of the suffragist leaders, an-

leased because she was found last
night to be at the point of death. Al
attempts forcibly to feed her had
fqiled.

Reginald McKenna, Home Secretary,
addmits that Mrs, Pankhurst’'s heart was
too weak to permit of forced feeding.
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